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he still went on holding the oars* A big slop
steered straight against them.

Cecco could not quite tell whether it was a
ship or only drifting mist. The sails were largef
spread out, as it were, towards the four corners
of heaven; and the hull was gigantic, but it
looked as if it were built of the lightest sea-mist.
He thought he saw men on board and heard
shouting; but the crew were like deep dark-
ness, and the shouting was like the roar of the
storm.

However it was, it was far too terrible to see
the ship steer straight upon them, and Cecco
closed his eyes.

But the three men in the boat must have
averted the collision, for the boat was not upset.
When Cecco looked up the ship had fled out to
sea, and loud wailings pierced the night.

He rose, trembling to row further. He felt so
tired that he could hardly hold the oars. But
now there was no longer any danger. The storm
had gone down, and the waves speedily laid them-
selves to rest.

"Now row us back to Venice/9 said the stranger
to the fisherman.

Cecco rowed the boat to Lido, where the
Bishop went on shore, and to San Giorgio, where
the knight left them. The first powerful stranger
went with him all the way to the Rialto,